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guests, he exclaimed: 'The hussy inspired me with a violent
desire once. I met her and her aunt one evening at Vaux-
hall, and offered her twenty guineas if she would walk
down one of the alleys with me. She accepted, on condition
I paid her in advance, which I was weak enough to do. As
soon as we were in the alley she ran away from me, and I
was not able to catch her again the whole of that evening.5
'You ought to have boxed her ears in public.'
'I should only have got into trouble and been laughed at
for my pains. I preferred to despise her and the money she
had got out of me. Are you in love with her?3
'No; but I am curious, as you were.'
cBe careful, she will play you a trick.5
When she appeared, she went up to Pembroke and made
him pretty speeches without paying the slightest attention
to me. She talked and laughed over the adventure at Vaux-
hall, and twitted him with cowardice.
'Another time,' she said, CI shall not escape you.3
'Very probably, my dear, for next time I shall not pay
you beforehand.'
cOh, fie for shame! Pay is an ugly word, which does you
no credit.'
'Perhaps you think it does you honour.'
'Such a detail as that should never be mentioned.'
She was piqued at the indolent fashion in which he spoke
to her, and left us soon after dinner, having made me prom-
mise to dine with hen
On the appointed day, led by my evil star, I went to Miss
Charpillon's house. She presented me to her mother, who.,
old, withered, and changed as she was by illness, I remem-
bered perfectly. She awakened strange memories. In the
year 1759 an individual named Bolome, from Geneva, had
persuaded me to sell her six thousand francs' worth of
jewellery. She had given rne two notes of hand, signed by
herself and her two sisters, and drawn on this same Bolome,
who became bankrupt before the notes were due, and she
and her sisters disappeared. My surprise at meeting the